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RUCTIONS AT WHITBY. 


_ “There have been ructions at Whitby this week, and all on account of Alexandry, who is following in Poor Pa’s Sootsteps with a vengeance. Being of 
« jealous nature, Evelina determined to take her lover unawares, so the other day she ran down to Whitby with Aunt Geeser. The first individual they met with, 
while strolling on the beach with Papa, was Alexandry, in the company of a nursemaid and a pair of twins. Alexandry’s explanation was that, seeiny the girl 
suffocating from an over large peppermint lozenge, he rushed to the rescue. This deliberate falsehood made Evelina wild, and a battle royal ensued.” —Toortsit. 


“WHEN THE CAT’S AWAY,” etc. A MAN AND A SHIRT. 


 — yd 


On April 21st, 1831, Thomas Martin, an undertaker, and 
John Taylor, a notorious “ body-snatcher,” were tried for 
stealing the corpse of a man, named Gardiner, from St, Bar- 


tholomew’s Hospital. 


Taylor had taken the old man, who had a spinal erpia 


to the hospital, where he shortly died, and Taylor contrivec 


to obtain possession of the body, Martin, who accompanied 
him, having given a false address. The old man's daughter 
discovering that the body had been removed, gave the two 


men into custody. 


On his trial, Taylor defended himself in this fashion: 
“You see, please you, my lord, I sees the poor old gentle- 
man walking in Fleet Street wery bad, and ao, says he, 


‘Jack, I feels queerish, and I don't euppose as how I'll get 
over this ‘ere caper.’ So, you see, [| takes him intoa public- 
house and gives him half a pint of beer, quite warm, and a 
pipe of tacky, abil 80 he stays there till six or seven o'clock, 
and then, says he, ‘Jack, you must get mea place for to lay 
upon.’ But they wouldn't have him in no house whatsom- 
dever, for, please you, my lord, he warn't without warmint, 
Well, then, you see, my lord, he geta worse, and he axed ine 
to take him to the hospital; and didn't | take him?” 


reer de F Ahn Sees , 
Wouldn't he ogie the girls and whisper sweet false- And the next day, when Parkins was promennading Yea,” eaid the judge ; “and you took him away from it, 


hoods into their ever ready ears? But he made a mis- the beach with his wife and child, he was horrified to 
take in chastising a harmless youngster, who only tried find himself accosted by the same youngster. The bo 
to sell his master's goods, Boys are awfully spiteful,— told his tale to Mrs. P., and then the fun coramenced, 


“Well, my lord,” continued Mr. Taylor, after the laughter 
had subsided, “ you see, when | sees him snug and comfort- 


poe [Us PENNY, 


SS 


a 


wes 


able in the bed, I goes off to his daughter and I told she, and she 


warn't by no means bavaricated at it; but she said she was obli- 
gated to me for my civility and my humanity, you see, for taking 
care of the poor old creatur what was so wery bad. And so the 
old gentleman wanted a shirt, and I goes to his daughter and gets 
one with a frill to it, and | puts it on him; and so his daughter 
suddenly turns against me, and she gives me in charge, though I[ 
was so kind, for stealing the shirt, and I'm blest if they didn’t try 
me for it at the Old Bailey.” 


“1 know they did,” said the judge, “for I tried you for the | 


robbery.” 

“Please, my lord,” said Mr. Taylor, “I think you did. So you 
see, my lord, she says to me, ‘Jack,’ says she, ‘I'll go and see the 
old gentleman the next day morning at the hospital. for I believe 
hes poorly.’ And the next day morning, when she goes there, she 
couldn't find nobody at all, for the body warn't there, because as 
how somebody tuck it away.” 

“No doubt of it,” said the judge; “you took it away, And can 
you prove where it is buried?” 

“Why, you see, my lord,” pursued Mr. Taylor, “T suppose it’s in 
the ground, for what else would you do with it?) When the breath 
goes away from us, there's no use in going further, for then there's 
nn end of the caper. I never seed the body arterwards ; and then 
they comes up to me and they charges me with robbing it. But, 

lease you, my lord, what would | do with it if I had it? It ain't 
Fike the body of a cow or a sheep ; 
feller as would do what the black 
wot they kills?” 

But Mr. Taylor's lamb-like story availed him little. He was 
ssnkenond to nine months’ imprisonment, and the undertaker to 
three. 

e 


beggars does with the people 


. ° * 
BLupp STANED BIL. 
Cuapp. Il. 

wee ar stil confine inn thee bowel off thee erth watin for dorn. 
billum av slumber an waik upp with thatt beestelly phrogg down 
iss bak. the wurde ee ust wile a shaikin off the phrogg parat iss 
wasteband down iss trouser legg, wood av chilld yer gawer billum 
ee sai the phrogg or im mustt dye; meenwile, the phrogg av id 
awai reddy to nounct on ter uss inawheres, 
(Next week, “ The Canal Boat Crime.” ) 


TO CORRESPONDENTS. 


=——— 

*° Correa pondents wishing their MSS, or Sketches to be returned, 
should inclosea stamped envelope lerye enough to contain the 
contributions submitted, Do not inclose loose stamps. 


SLOPER cannot tell you, MICHAEL, This is not a sporting sheet ; 
eat § ‘nalt, but not through bouze, DAN, Only the excessive heat. 
That i your affair, TWO READERS, Doubtless, though, you're in 
the right ; Thanns jour cutting, East END CULLY, SLOPER went 
and saw the fight. Sorry, JEFFS, we cannot tell you, It's a legal 
matter, PHIL} ALLY'S tha": for offer, YACHTSMAN, But the 
siotion makes him ill. Haven't space for jokelets, ARTHUR, Aren't 
a just a trifle stale? SLOPER doesn't fear it, ANNIE, Anyone 
will give him bail. Glad you're so delighted, DAUNTLESS, Always 

eased to hear from you; Send three-halfpence, CHAFF, for copy, 

‘here are still, we hear, a few. Off the coast of Poplar, SEAMAN, 
Once the Mouldy One got wrecked; Yuu must do without it, 
SLAVEY, 'Twvuld be useless to object. Such a fierce encounter, 
PATER, One's enthusrasm damps; They are probably destroyed, 
Tarr, You should always send us stamps, 


_— 
“ALLY SLOPER’'S HALF-HOLIDAY.” 
the Largest Circulation of any Illustrated Paper in the World’, 


Forwarded to any part of the World, Sarawak and Bechuanaland 
_ excepted, postefree : 
3 Months, 1s. 8d.; 6 Months, 38. 3d. 12 Monthe, 6s. 6d. 
In Stamps or P.O.0.8 payable to GILBERT DALZIEL, 
“THE SLOPERIES,” 99 SHOE LANE, FLEET STREET, LONDON, E.C. 


Weekly Contents Bills will be sent post-free to Newsagents 
on application, 


PARIS. 
On sale at all Kiosques and Booksellers’, at 20 centimes, or by 
special arrangement at our 
PARIS AGENCY, 22 RvE DE LA BANQUE. 


and you don't think I'm sucha | 


FASHION FANCIES.-—By Miss Sloper. 
No, 437,--The “Whitby Bathing” Costume. 


£150 


will be paid to the next-of-hin of ony Man, Woman, Boy, or Girl 
(Railway Servants on duty excepted), who shali pen to meet 
with his or her death in a Railway Accident, in dny part of the 
United ee: PROVIDED a capy of the current issue of “ ALLY 
SLOPER’s HALF-HOLIDAY" be found upon the Deceased at the 
time of the Accident. “ALLY SLOPER’S HALF- HOLIDAY" is 
published throughout the United Kingdom every Thursday morn- 
tng at 8 o'clock, and the Insurance lasts one week from that 
time, expiring at 8 o'clock the following Thursday morning. 


JUMBLES AND GINGERBREAD. 


athe Eminent (to Battersea candidate for vacant seat on Count 
Council). Before I  lragen you wy vote and influence, sir, I doe 
like to know whether you are in favour of the erection of addi- 
tional street lamps in the neighbourhood of Mildew Court? 

The Candidate, Well—er—I don't know. I believed the lighting 
arrangements around there were excellent. 

The Eminent. Nothing of the sort, sir; they're wretched— 
wretched in the extreme. It isn’t so much the miserable light they 
give, but it’s the beastly distance between the posts that I find so 
awkward, oad 


NEVER believe a girl when she says she positively detests a man. 
She has only got to utter those words, and the chances are ten to 
one that, if you employed a private inquiry agent, within the week 
he'd catch her sitting on the detested one’s lap playin at scratch 
cradle, with one of his arms around her waist, the hand disengaged 
poking chunks of nougat between her coral lips, 

ss 


* 
WE have borrowed many penknives in the course of our career, 
But the lenders all upon the same string harp, 
And will tell you, somewhat sadly as they hand the weapon o'er 
That they're much “afrat it isn’t very sharp.” 


s 
ScENE—Railway Carriage. 
Surly Rough. Well. and what er you starin’ at, eh? 


Quiet Passenger (calmly looking him in the face). Me? Oh, 


nothing—nothing of any consequence. 
Surly Rongh. Garn! You're starin’ at me, ain't you? 
Quiet hase 1 Well, 1 said nothing of any consequence, did I 
not? 
carriages at the next stopping wlace. 
ss 


Surly Rough thinks it over, and decides to change 


s 
DIstANT RELATIONS.—Most of them when you happen to be 
hard up for a “fiver” and intimate the fact, and yet, though dis- 
tant, they are generally on such occasions found to be remarkably 


sluse, oe 
s 


Jones, Very shallow fellow that young Softy. 


Brown. Ishe? By Jove! you try and fill him up with twos of 


Scotch, and you'll find out your mistake. 


ana = 
“Mercy me, Reginald! 


matter with yer face? 
fightin’?" “No; but the other boy 
wae,” 


fa 


Hf 


Wot's the 
Were you 


“HE'S GOT A BITE!” 


Grandfather. You want to marry George Stilman? Way, he hasn't got a 


rthing. 


Edith. Oh, yes he has, because it was only yesterday that his father cutvhim off 
with a# shilling. 


(Saturaay, September 10, Tsy2, 


Mrs. Bucklewich, Well, dear, and ‘ow do you like 
‘ouse? Sich a charming naber'ood as it's in, too, an’ all. 

Mrs. Chucklechick. Oh, my dear, you should see it! 
fict; that's wot it is—perfict. A bath room and 
improvements, and a tissylated ‘arth anda dod 
quite genteel, you know. 


your new 


It's per. 
all the latecs 
O in the best parler, 


OU are 
ing so 


“Yes.” enid the tall gentleman with the mulberry nose 

seedy Waukemphasts, tossing the contents of his lass pts i 
internal regions and setting it down empty upon the bar of ‘tes 
7 Varugnied Retriever,” “neat's my motter, I’ve patronized t),;, 
‘ere pub nigh on fifteen year now, and I can say with pride, as |'\.. 
never taken water in my whisky yet.” Then did the landior 
turn away quickly and smile a broad gauge smile as he retlectcj 
o’er the amount of ace pura which had somehow fouud its w; 
into his “special.” Where ignorance is bliss ‘tis folly to try aud 
discover to what extent the boss dilutes his whisky, 


s 
“THE minstrel boy to the sea has gone; 
On Margate Sands you'll find him; 
His old banjo he has girded on, 
But he's left his voice behind him,” 


s 

Minister, Hallo, Johnny, I hear that you and Billy Bounder 
have been carne HBe ; 

Johnny. Yes, sir; | wouldn't give 'im my marbles, so he kicked 
me on the leg. 

Minister. Dear me! I hope you didn't retaliate. 

Johnny. Oh, no, sir! I wouldn't do such a thing. I gave'ima 
buster on the boko, that made it bleed all the Bae 


“Yes,” said the collarless loafer, proudly indicating a particu. 
larly dirty and wretched looking animal, “there's some breed 
about that animal, gentlemen, | can tell you.” “Ah, you're rizit 
there,” said a looker-on, casting a pitying look upon the miserabje 
quadruped, “just look how the poor thing's a-scratching itself.” 


TTostess. Mr. Porker will take you into dinner, dear. He is very 
wealthy, but a perfect gourmand, He does nothing but eat all te 
time. 

Lovely Girl. Oh, that is charming! He won't worry one with 
his conversation, then, “° 

Honesty and morality do not always go hand in hand, The 
same man who would scorn to puta French peeay in the slot, 
would think nothing of kissing his sister-in-law behind the kitchen 
jack-towel, if his wife happened to be up in the attic practising 
the Jatest long skirt steps. 9 


Small Arab (on the curb, to ‘bus conductor). ‘Ere, 1 say, my 
man, do you go to the Helephant an’ Castle? 

Conductor (after a supercilions stare). Yes. 

Arab, Well, then, you'd better ‘urry up, or else yer won't never 
git there, *,° 


“An! I thought it wouldn't be long afore they taught animals 
te talk in these scientific days,” «nid Mrs. Mullet, laying down the 
newspaper. “It says.as how the principal feature of the hook, 1+ 
the articles all admit, is the number of the quotations in dog-Latu,’ 


* 

SHOULD you he late, then long ere you 
Can take your seat within it, 

The train you've come to catch will start— 
It's punctual to the minute. 


But when you go with time to spare, 
You'll nearly always find 

You have to wait: the beastly train 
Is half an hour behind. 


* 
Overheard at Rosherville, 

Dis Donah. Chuck it, ’Arry, I tell yer, don’t git maulin’ me 
abaart. - 
Her Bloke, Don't be ‘ard on us, Liz; where's the ‘arm? — 

His Donah (coquettishly glancing at her waist). Where it’s got 
no right fer to be, in my opinion. 

(But she let him keep it there all the sane. 


* 
She. How do you account, Mr. Simple, for the publishers alway: 
rafusing your articles . 
Mr, Simple, Weally, | haven’t—er—the ghost of an ideah! 
She. Ah! perhaps that is the reason. 


Diner (at public dinner). What was that scuflle down the other 
end just now, waiter? ‘ ; 

Waiter, Why, sir, a gent arsked if they'd banana fritters on the 
menn, 

Diner. Oh, I see; and you had to carry him out? 

Waiter. What there was left of him, sir. 


Smiffine. Who's that bloke? ; i 
Smuffine. Oh, that's ole Badger! A reg’lar brick, he is. 
Smiflins, Why, | heard as how he was an awful hard customer. 
Smuffins, Weil, stoopid, ain't a brick hard? 


Snipper. Who was that fellow You just nodded to? a 
Snapper. That's Moss, the money lender. A hard man. A very 


' bard than, 


' make out « word he's saying. 


NY 
| 


One to love, And whe would not 


~ be the lucky man? 


“Oh, Jim! our Tommy's lost.” “Is be? 
Well, you're fond of scouring. You'd better 
scour the neighbourhood till you find him.” 


rye TN 


Snipper, Ah, that’s why you didn't cut him, I suppose. 


Tim. Have you seen Charlie's parrot? 
Tom, No. 1s ita good one? san 
Tim, It's a beauty! It swears like a Christian. 


ScENE—Theatre Pit. ; an 
First Spectator. Yes, | daresay his acting's all right, but Tecan 


boy, that’s the beauty of it—he= 


Second Spectator. Hush, my Fy: 


playing a Russian refugee, and no doubt he's trying to give us fe 
right accent. Soime of these actors do things 80 thoroughly now. 
ss 


s 
“ SWEET are the uses of adversity !” 
Thus sang the bard ; but if to-day he went 
Along our streets, he'd murmur, dolefully, 
“Sad are the uses of advertisement.” 
= 


* : . rman 
SoME men have such a happy knack of paying a pretty ls 
a neat compliment. The other day Mrs. Manybrats, who ONL the 
but hardly looks forty, was showing a legal friend of Pee 
latest addition to the family—a bright boy of four. “He ote 
old for his age, don’t you think?” she observed, as she ag | 
the little fellow for inspection. “He does,” was the rep saither.” 
I'm considerably surprised, 1 heard he took after his meth’ 
Mrs, M. is cursed with less vanity than many other te ‘bats 
she couldn't resist this, and she’s always inquirin of \ se -oiiid 
why he doesn’t ask that clever, witty, lawyer frien of his to co! 
round a bit oftener. *,° 
"T1s strange how trivial a circumstance will reveal a man © “ee 
pation in life. Take that little knot of men over there i Jingette 
of them are watching eagerly the pretty, neat ankled Gel : 
who is daintily picking her way across the muddy roa My 
seventh pays no attention ; he is calm, cool, unexcited, Dears aol 
To the casual spectator this betrays little, but the close 0 Se enind 
human nature puts down that man immediately in his ov shoe 
as an assistant in the ladies’ department of a Laat right. 
emporium, and the close observer of human nature wou : 
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Saturday, September 10, 1892.) 
——TooTSIE AT ABERYSTWYTH. 


—_—— 


sa to the ancient chroniclea in the year 516, Aberyst- 
Rage have been called Linnbadarn Fawr; in lod 
wy Lianbadarn 
Gaerog, and in 
the reign of 
Edward |, Vill 
de Llanbadar ; 
and it was only 
in the reign of 
Queen Eliza- 
beth that it was 
reduced to its 
pee name, 
am not aware 
that any steps 
* are now about 
“A be — ne 
change it, and, 
indeed, am in- 
clined to think 
that its spell- 
ing as it stands 
must be quite 
as much as 
most lady visit- 
ors can get 
through right 
off 


There is a lot 
of ancient his- 
tory hanging 
round Aberyst- 
wyth, There is, 
for instance, 

Feeliug Billy’s bumps, .the Devil's 

Bridge, built by 

the old gentleman after whom it is named and who was evidently 

net one of the “jerry” fraternity, for it is thrown across a chasm 

11f feet above the first of the four waterfalls, and is 314 feet from 

tue bottota of the cataract, Tickets to view the falls are issued 

at the hotel, Another thing the Honourable Billy points out, is 

that “a substantial cold luncheon is always ready at 2s, a head 
(atten tance included).” 

It has been unanimously agreed that there must be something 
abnormally wrong with Billy, and that ne should be taken to a 
phrenologist to have his bumps thoroughly eeen to. Tottie 
Goodenough and I take him to one, and Tottie and I look 
on, He is an astonishing phrenologist, and hits off nes 
character ina way that surprises us, That Billy the 
bump of alimentiveness—a desire of, or appetite for, food—we 
ratherexpected, Also adhesiveness, orsticking to food when there's 
achance, as, for instance, being always the last to leave the table, 
Acquisitiveness, the 
desire to acquire 
ra of buns, and 
retnese prompte 
ing him to conceal 
the same for fear 
anybody should ask 
forone, And won- 
deras to when the 
next meal will be 
ready and why there 
could not be aix 
meals a day ine 
stead of only five. 
The bumpist says 
Billy's head is finely 
developed, but 
thinks it must take 
a good lot to keep 
up his figure, 

fob haa invented -- 
a code of signals 
0 5 t . f 80 te e 
coloure pocket- 
hankerchiefe, and 
we, from the shore, 
watch operations, 
aud see that Bob 
has just hauled up 
a big bass, and that 
we are to come on 
board directly. The 
Snooklet and Bob, 
being under the 
impression that 
by bass he means the basket-bag they give you at fishmongers’, 

* Not good enough,” and we three girls come to the conclusion 
lunch at the “ Bella, Vue,” which is the theatrical bouse when 
theatricals are about, will suit us. There is no theatre at Aberyst- 
wyth, although there isa Thespian Street, which is where, I sup- 
pore, the professional lodgings ure to be found. 

Luter in the day Bob arrives on shore with a gloomy brow. He 
does not allude to the lunch, and we find out afterwards it did not 
come olf. On sighting the bass safely captured in the net, Bob 
vrdered the crew to pipe all hands on deck and signal victory to 
the shore, whilst he landed the prize. Unfortunately Bob, being 
something of a butter fingered person, let the tish go, and his fear 
Was then that we should all crowd on board, At this the crew sat 
dowu on Bob's sandwiches and roared, We believe that a combat 
with the 
deck-mop 
and a boat- 
hook follow- 
ed these 
’ events, and 
we think it 
more than 
possible that 
at this 
moment the 
crew lies a 
stiffened 
corpse in the 
state cabin— 
that is, if 
there’s room 
for him 
\ length ways. 

This is a 
Day of Tra- 
gedy. The 
Duok, urged 
to madness 
by the ten- 
ant, resolved 
on suicide. 
Fortunately, 
Lardi and 
Tortie clung 
to his coate 
tails, but we 
yet fear for 
at the worst if 
not watched, T ought to tell you, dears, Lardi, Tottie and I 

hhotoyraphed on the beach, and make a truly charming 
ee You Will see it in the shop windows in town next weck, 
will Kuock you hard, [tis awfully jolly down here. 


The Dook bent en suicide, 


A charming picture. 
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AT HOME AND ABROAD. 
HE was a blasé cynic, and his bitter aueer was chronic; 
Hie views of things in general, to say the least, sardonie, 
It seemed as if hie mission in the world was but to wither 
What other folke called sentiment, but he described as“ blither.” 


Tn Clubland all men voted him “a most uncommon hard ‘uu.” 
But one Had 1 was passing by the railings of his garden, 

A voice I thought Reiter was cooing, “Walkee, walkee, 

Show dada how you pat a cake, and, duckey, talkee-talkee. 

“Is precious y-wopsy tired? Then, let poor dolly lie by, 
And come on aede das and let him hush No off to byechys:” 
And then [ heard more babble, much too much to give terbutim, 
1 recognized the cynic, and that moment ceased to hate him, 


THE NAUGHTY-BIOGRAPHY OF ALLY SLOPER. 


(Written by himself, with ing observations and fuvtnotes 
f by yap obo rape | relations.) ‘ 
CHAPTER XXIIL 
“OFF” AND QUIET 

THERE are times in all our lives when the whirl of existence has 
proved too severe for us. Dazed with excitement and the constant 
sting of amall worries, one’s nervous system becomes undermined : 
one starts, so tospeak, at shadows. 

(1 always do say that ALLY can sling the bally cackle basket 
about as well as any body, when he feels so inclined. All this half- 
and-half dictionary biz. means that the Old Man had been going 
it, and was well in for the jumps.— MeGoosE.ry.) 

Life palled on me. The modest glass | could not take. 

es “modest " glasses | suppose he means that the particular 
old firm that he was a member of was more or less stoney, and 
wouldn't stand anything more than two penn‘orths ; and in those 
days, as ALLY often remarks, “No real gentleman ever lowered 
himself by lowering leas than a ‘three.’” ‘The world's changed for 
the worse now.—I KY Mo.) 

1 found it necessary for a time to take a rest. My aunt, Evelina 
Snubsby, had said to me, “ ALLY, you had better come and have a 
time with your old aunt. I don't want you to wait, my dear, till 

‘ou take the bunches of flowers on the wall poner for sea-green 
lobsters and crocodiles with pink tails. Try a little quiet.” 

I obtained leave from my employer (a most highly respectable 
solicitor, aa | have mentioned before, He was, however, the victim 
of a systematic conspiracy, and was taken for some time from a 
cruel world into the prison cell—hia false accusers charged him 
with “kite nicking,” commonly called bill stealing. Still, he died 
respected, and, though struck off the roll of attorneys, was fol- 
lowed to his last home by many dear friends, including the land- 
lord of the “ Black Lion” and other local notabilities). | went to 
my Aunt Evelina’s, and spent some time in not altogether enjoy- 
able quiet. 

Porridge, sweetened with treacle, may make a pleasant and 
nutritious dish to the ey tge bigoted total abstainer, but to a 
young man of the world the simple mustarded bloater of com- 
merce was far more congenial and toothsome. 

Table ale, too, by itself, unmixed with any stronger beverage is 
not, so to speak, such a puiler together as it might be, i, I 
found means of alleviation. 

(Means? I should think he did. whe, one of his cousins told 
me that he was that shaky altogether when he went to his aunt's, 
that he used to get the bakers lad to smuggle him in half a 
quartern at atime inside the tin loaves, and that he used to get 
under the bed to wolf it down, for fear the old woman should catch 
him on the hop.—McG.) 

The denr old lady would sit in the evening, when the sunlight 
streamed in at the window, and read me choice scraps from good 
books. Pleased with my attention, she treated me to several small 
tips, which I found right and proper uses for. 

(I don’t want to aay anything against ALLY, but Mrs. Snubsby 
herself ,told me years aac that it was a pity he couldn't keep his 
money in his pocket and his nose from the sniff of “ Unsweetened.” 
ALLY was brought home once very bad, and was handed down the 
area steps like coals. He eaid it was only the swings, the shrimps 
and the ginger-beer mixing up a little, or it would never have 
happened. My elderly relative did not take this view of it. ALLY 
I regret to say, was expelled his domicile the next morniug—did 
by a patten, used asa missile.—AUNT GEESER.) 

No, | ama man who must always bea man of action. I admit 
t Quiet did not agree with me. 

To be continued next week.) 


od 


OUR POET BREAKS OUT IN A NEW PLACE. 
OUB poets incline 
whi Re = Leegey ot sin 
ich to Nectar o! a they compare ; 
But Xeres and Rhine 
May for ever be thine; 
Thou wilt ne'er find me beg for a share, 
ag reba one 
8 a cup o tea, 
Be it Orange Pekoe or Souchong, 
Or Congo, or Bohea— 
Whichever it be, 
The burden "twill be of my song. 


Some people adhere 
To the drinking of beer, 

A concoction I can't tolerate ; 
My sweet potion can cheer 
And you never need fear, 

‘Tis a cup that will inebriate, 
In moments of ease 
Tt is certain to please 

And when anguish and pain wring the brow, 
Oh, Tea, ills like these 
Thou canst always appease, 

A Minist'ring Angel art thou! 

©,° Very nice sentiment indeel. Punay, thongh, that the author hicoupped 
three times as he handed us the MS. ?—Ep, “ A.S.H1.-H.” 


ACCENTUATED POVERTY. 

As that well known bat of the Surrey eleven, Mr. . but no, 
why should SLopeR give his name? He's been chatid quite 
enough, Anyhow, asa well known batsman was leaning on his 
spade in the little cat walk in front of his house, a ragged and 
shoeleas person stopped outside the fence, 

© Mornin’, sir.” 

“What do you want?” 

“Well, yer honour, it’s all the way from Kennin'ton as I've 
walked, for they told me you wasa old player as ‘ud be like’ y to 
have pity ona pore broken perfessional cricketer out o' collar.’ 

“M'well,” soliloquised the “bat,” as he felt in his pocket fora 
coin, “here's a bob for you. And now,” setting up the spade in 
the corner, and selecting a large round pebble from the «mall heap 
of crockery and rockery in the centre tlower bed, “let's see you 
bow! over that spade with a round arm.” 

A kind of you'll-be-sorry-for-this expression came across the 
wauderer’s eyes, but he rook the stone, and, whirling his arm round 
like an overwound windmill, sent the missile flying with a terrific 
crash slap through the sitting room window, and smashing the 
prominent nose off the plaster cast of General Booth that stood on 
the mantel. 

“Hang it! youinfernal fool!” yelled the batsman, “See what 
you've done?) I thought you said you were a poor cricketer?” 

“With the accent on the poor, yer honour—I'in a d—d poor 
cricketer—can’'t play at all, in fact!” 

And yet some people wonder that the charity of other people 
consists of what they weudd do if they hadn't been soured, 


“KINORED SPIRITS.” 


——— 


Mr. Birorren and Mr, Potchett lived next door to one another, 
Aud eo did their wives. Mrs. Potchett and Mrs, Blotter were on 
very friendly 
terms. So were 
their husbands, 
Indeed, such 
was Mr. Blot- 
ter's devotion to 
Mr. Potchett's 
whisky, that 
nothing short 
of an explosion 
would have in- 
duced him to 
leave his neigh- 
bour’s house 
when once he 
was  comfort- 
ably ensconced 
in the armchair 
Nearest the tan- 
talus, It does 
one’s heart good 
to see such utter 

eace and 
riendliness ex- 
isting between 
man and man. 

But how sel- 

dom does such 
friendship vee 
the whisky) 
last for any 
length of time, 
It soon goes, 
And this is precisely what Mrs. Potchett would tell her husband 
every night as she was putting the tantalus away (not in the sense 
in which Mr. Blotter put it away). But Potchett wouldn't listen 
to a word against his dear friend Blotter. Besides, he couldn't be 
nasty to him “for a reason,” as he put it. (We are very much 
afraid Potchett had “borrowed a bit,” but we have no evidence, 
Perhaps Blotter has, in the rap of that terse specimen of finan- 
cial literature,the 1 O U. But that is neither here nor there; and, 
if it is auywhere, we would rather it were with poe.) 

One morning, Mrs. Potchett felt desperate. It was the morning 
following the night — or the late morning following the early 
morning—upon which, owing to a visit from Blotter,a phenomenal 
evaporation had taken place in the immediate precincts of the 
liquid department of the tantalus. 

“It's a downright waste of good stuff, that's what it is!” said 
Mrs. Potchett, angrily, to herself, 

Mrs, P, was not in the habit of speaking angrily to herself, and 
we suppose it 
was for this 
very reason 
that ehe shed 
tears and 
wished her 
husband was 
only down, 
Mr. P. was 
down, but he 
was lying 
down up- 
stairs in s 

“7'll teach 
that beastly 
Blotter to 
soak up our 
whisky _—_for 
us in this 
manner!” 
said Mrs, P. 
“Here, 
Taters!” 

(Taters was 
the name of 
her maid -of- 
allework, and 
she, no doubt, 
owed her 
name as 
much to the 
fact that she 
couldn't cook 
‘em as to the certainty that she never darned 'em.) 

“Taters, come here! 

Taters, boiling over with laziness, came, 

“Tatera, fo upstairs and fetch me the tantalus, Then bring me 
the lamps.” a 

tutes wank briskly away, and returned in the afternoon with 
both lamps and tantalua, . P 

“They won't sit up guzzling till two in the morning to-night / 
said Mrs. Potchett, with the usual disregard for the truth about 
our Solar system. . ‘ 

And, 6o saying, she filled the lamps with whisky and the tantalus 
with kerosene, 


Changing the liquids. 


“ Better than ever to-night.” 


e . . ° » e 

But the lamps burned more brightly that night than they had 
ever burned in all their lives; and when Blotter was going, which 
he finally settled upon doing at about 2.30 4.M., he shook Potchett 
warmly y 
the hand, and 
said— 

“Potchett, 
old boy, the 
whisky was 
better than ever 
to-night. Keep 
to the same 
grocer, Pot- 
chett—keep to 
the same 
grocer.” 

And next 
night Blotter 
was in hie 

lace, waiting 

‘or more, 

The »oral 
of this story 
is, that you 
should let the 
man who looks 
in every even- 
ing inafriendly 
sort of way 
stick to the 
whisky he_ is 
used to, He 
cannot live 
for long, for 
one can have 
too much 
of a bad thing, 
you know, as well as of a good. 


© Keep to the seume grocer.” 


It is the greatest mistake in 


the world to change his liquor for the better, Tf you really 
want to get rid of an old friend, keep on with the same poison as 
heretofore and you'll sucened. 
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A TRIP TO CHINA. 
MORAL: Do not look at ladies passing. 


@& her friends whose portraits have not yet been inserted, 


TOOTSIE'S FRIENDS. 


No, 251.—M1ss MaUb SH.RLBY, 


“Whilst Iexist by Fate's decree, this heart will beat with 
love for thee." —7he Dook Snook. 


“Oh, that she would reciprocate my passion!” _—Lord Bob. 


“ Who would not gladlv die for one so fair?” 
The Hon, Billy 


(1). “Gidness me!" yelped the Laird, “is that a microbe followin’ me?” 


Monkey. To think we should be called the ances- 
tors of such a thing as that! 
Man. Think yourself a bloomin’ beauty, I bet ! 


©,* Aliss Sloper will be delighted to receive photographs from those 
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(1). “PAREWELI, old friend,” cried A. SLOPER, addressing his world famed hat, 
™ farewell, till J return! I renounce ye fora time for this,"—and he fixed on his 
head a tweed cap,—“ for I go to interview Keir Hardie, M.P., and until I come back 
I shall be known asa horny handed son of toil.” It was A. SLOPER'S intention to 
borrow his cornet from the professional gentleman who performed daily outside the 
“Sloper Arma,” and play * Where did you get that bat?” and other appropriate airs, 
right away down to south West Ham.—(2). But the professional gentleman suid, 
“No, Mr. SLOPER; I respect you as @ man, but I cannot trust this wallable instru- 
ment with you without a substantial deposit.”——(3). This was a crusher, so A. SLO- 
PER bad to fall back on the best substitute he could get, namely, a curl-paper of 
Tootsie's and Mrs. Sloper's comb—much to that lady’s annovauce, for when she went 
to clean herself after washing up the dinner things, she found that useful article of 
the toilet missing, and had to remain, as she expressed it, in a state of dishabilly the 
rest of the day. “ Well,” said Mr. Keir Hardie, “so you've come to interview me, I 
suppose? Now, I'll just give you my views ou the Eight Hours Question." + Stow 


WHICH P 


JIMJAM OR MICROBE. 


(2). “ Ab feel his breath on me quite hot.” 


Private thoughts of Mr.and Mrs, Cockney.—“ And they call this a pleasure trip.” 


(Saturday, September 10, 1892, 


“I don't think anghng Is very goa} 
spars dear Oe fish, I mean, ofcourse. For 

igible young men it is different—far 
more exciting."—£xrtract from Letter or 
Young Lady. 


4 Wy 


{t, mate,” interrupted the Eminent, “no politics, old son, no politics.” “Then, vhat 
are you here for?” “Why, social.” “Social? Well, but——.” “Now, look ‘ere, 
Keir, it’s like this, I was thinking of getting up a beanfeast, and shall feel prou'l if 
you will honour us with your company.” “ Who's a-going ?"——(4). “Who? Well 
—stop a bit, give us a bit o' bacca anda light. Thank’e. Well, there's Lord be, 
who'll pay exes.” Mr. Hardie etartel. “Lord Bob? Why, he’s one of the ari-tu- 
crucy!" “Certainly. Then there's the Hon. Billy.” Mr. Hardie turned rei, “Then 
he must he a lord's son or romething?” “What do you think? Then there's tle 
Donk Snook.” “Of the Upper House ?"” gasped Mr. Hardie, “ Rather,” said A. SLO- 
PER, with pride—(65). “Then,” roared Mr. Hardie, “get out o° this!” They 
happened to be in the South West Ham Democratic Club. “Here, old son,” expos 
tulated A. SLOPER, “don't excite yourself, There, it’s off. Now come and stard s 
drink.” Mr. Keir Hardie, who is not a man to bear animosity, readily compliei, 
and several pots of four-half disappeared with extraordinary rapidity, end all wat 
blisa, and the two great men were Lappy once more, 


(3). “Gang and git cured o' the blue devils, and no gang yelpin’ aboot Michael Crobes, ye silly old heathen. 


ruared the Elder, with emphasis, 


bee ee ee 
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OUR WEEKLY WHIRLIGIG. 

Hullo, there, here we are again !'—‘Evicted tenants? Yvs, that's so, The houses must come | English homes will keep away:—The ere at Rhyl is quite A splendid and imposing sight :-— 
down, you know :—'Tis really sad to see, Sorsooth, The Ministry is minus Truth :— Whilst working | He bopes in English, swore in Dutch ; He doesn't know our language much :— What thousands to 
under fancied ills, A man his brother's life blood, spills: —This dreaded visitor, I pray, from | the Palace flock To see the works of Messrs. Brock. Aw revoir /——THE SLOPERIAN SHOWMAN. 


READING THE SIGNS. 
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Cabman. Hansom? Foreigner. What'shezay? Wife. He 
, gays you are beautiful. 


Air. we 


we. ( 
Jim. that’s young Tate and Miss Brad: Looks as if they were married, don't te lai ; hb, her landl: ha ih ined her front ect, | } 
y: 1 y- Maud O) prep jan ly has rained on li . 
: t ! : don'tcherknow. hen what isa poor girl tude U 


“Whe GROWN OUT OF ALL KNOWLEDGE. ae 
Jane. What! with bim carrying all the parcels? You don't know much, Jim 


Vhy, ‘Ary, I shouldn't have known you. You see, I still 
all you "Arty." “Yes; but I'd rather nen called me Harry.” 


ee 


tll ee 
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ALLY-CAMPANE. 


Ts it possible that the Daily Telegraph, jealous of the success 
meted out to the numerous comic jouruals abounding in London, 
25 is trying to cut the ground 
from under their feet? If this 
is not the case, why allot a 
certain pees daily for the in- 
sertion of comie copy? Some 
of the letters dealing with the 
English Wives Controversy 
are awfully funny reading, and 
no lover of wit and humour 
should omit perusing them, as 
they are guaranteed to make 
the most thickheaded indi- 
vidual literally shriek with 
laughter, What good will 
amount from this discussion it 
is difficult to surmise. Mutual 
recriminations by husband and 
wife will be of no service to 
either sex, and can only result 
in making marriage one of the 
most unpopular institutions of 
the age. *\" 


THE Eminent Littérateur 
has this day couferred the 
“Sloper Award of Merit" upon 
Ul. T. Jounson, because he 
wrote “That Man Cheedle- 
pump.” “Feyther,” suddenly 
coo-ayed the Blue Eyed and 
Budding Journalist, “you've 
done it ; the brow of H.T. John- 
son has at last been decked ina way suitable to his literary hattain- 
ments and hability asa playwright. Whata pity it is that, when 
you write that awful bosh for the ‘HALF ‘UN,’ you don’t take a 
eaf out of Johns——" But ere yet another tribute was paid to the 
rising young novelist, the heir to the Sloper Estates was calling to his 
betrothed to bring up the vaseline, and a general gloom prevailed. 


“THAT MAN CHEEDLEPUMP "’ is the title of a very clever story, 
written by the aforesaid H, T. Johnson, It is published from Fun 
Oftice, and can be had for the genial sum of one “ bub,” anywhere 
and everywhere. Who, oh! who would be without it? 


IN its report of the big match between Surrey and Kent, at the 
Oval, the Daily News makes the almost incredible mistake of 
spelling Lohmann's name Lowman. Oh, George, George, Cham- 
pion and F.O.S. as thou art, well mayest thou ask, in sadness, 
“ What is fame?” o* 

s 


A FRIENDLY Societies’ Demonstration without A. SLOPER ean 
only be likened to //am/et minus the Moody Dane, and it was but 
natural, therefore, that the Eminent 
should receive an invitation asking 
him to shed the light of his coun- 
tenance o'er the First Annual 
Demonstration and Parade of the 
Western District Trade, Temper- 
ance, and Friendly Societies, in aid 
of the Building Extension Fund of 
the Children’s Hospital, Padding- 
ton Green. Graciously accepting, 
the Eminent unselfish) relin- 
quished a very promising flirtation, 
and accompanied Py the Azure 
Orbed Budlet, turned his back upon 
maritime delights for a time, and - 
scraping together the price of a 
“third return,” soon arrived upon 
the scene of action. The Ancient 
was greeted with the usual enthu- 
siasm, but much curiosity was ex- 

ressed as to which of the Societies 
ne represented. If only for the 
sake of the good name of that 
body, we feel it incumbent on us to 
state that it wasn't the Temperance. 


* 

Harry CARVER, the Champion 
Boy Rifle Shot of the World, has 
shown his respect for the Eminent 
by having a full life sized fi 
representing the F.O.M., made in t 
the form of a target. it appears 
that the nose, eyes, ears and fingers of the figure are false, so that 
the youthful Harry can remove them with his rifle in a way that 
astonishes everybody. Alexandry and Jubilee are delighted with 
the notion; they look on it as a big compliment to their Mildewed 
Sire. Bill Higgins, the Gore Bespattered, says it’s a pity they went 
to the expense of a target; the Old 'Un, aw naturel, would have 
been far funnier. ** 


FLEET STREET has at last been lit up by the electric Ms da and 
the heart of the common or garden journalist rests lightly in his 
bosom. Journalists are proverbially overladen with responsibility, 
and this, together with the quantity of whisky imbibed and the 
weight of their bodies, was ofttimes too much for the slender 
lamp-posts with which Fleet Street was at one time provided. The 
electric lamp-posts are made of sterner material, we are pleased to 
say, and consequently Pressmen, are happy. 


s 

ALTHOUGH London is half empty and the hot sultry evenings, 
which we are at present enduring, are not calculated to add to the 
enjoyment of a 
visit to the thea- 
tre, it is neverthe- 
leas a fact that 
the busineas done 
at the Court 
Theatre is almost, 
if not quite, as 
good as it has 
ever been. This 
result is almost 
calirely due to 
the uularity 
enioyed by A 
Pantomime Me- 
hearsal, of which 
the public seem 
never to get 
wearied, Judg- 
ing from appenr- 
ances, this clever 
little piece will 
be equally ac- 
ceptable ten yeare 
hence as it is at 
the present mo- 
ment, The com- 
pany engaged in 
its interpretation 
at the Court is 
decidedly strong, 
and one and all do thorough justice to the piece. In addition to 
A Pantomime Rehearsal, the management provide playvgoers with 
two excellent little pieces in Zhe New Sub, aud Facth/ul James. 


ALLY SLOPER'S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


THINGS may be dull eleewhere, but they are atill decidedly lively 
at the Empire, where nightly the artistically shuded lamps shed 
their soft light o'er an ap- 
parently undiminished gathering 
of fair womeu and brave men, 
Witb its delightfully cool audi- 
torium, its capital programme, 
its delightful air of gilded Bo- 
hemianism, and its luxurious 
facilities for imbibing the cool- 
ing and thirst quenching squash 
or the reviving cocktail, the Em- 
pire is in very truth a haven of 
refuge and repose for the luck- 
less wretch attacked with ennui 
engendered by a forced presence 
in town, *,° 


THE “Sloper Arma,” in Shoe 
Lane, next door to “The Slo- 
peries,” is undoubtedly the best 
place in the Fleet Street district 
for cheap dinners. Here, under 
the shadow of the Emivent's 
palatial publishing offices, can 
the day toiler partake of soup, 
fish, jointa, entrées, vegetables 
and pastry at a very modest 
price. The weary traveller, too, 
passing through London, or the 
gay and festive Rumfovzler, who has no par- 
ticular desire to sleep under his own roof, will 
find the Good Beds of the “Sloper Arms” con- 
ducive to slumber and pleasant dreams, To 
thee, oh! J. Higgs, Proprietor, do we bend the 
knee and doff the bonnet in recognition of that Irish-stew-cum- 
onions which daily tickles the editorial and sub-editorial nostrils, 
as its flavour permeates the balmy air of Sloper's Alley. 


s 

A. SLOPER strongly advises visitors to Hastings and St. Leonards 
to do St. Clement's Caves, Whenever the Eminent is in the neigh- 
bourhood, he makes a particular point of running in for an hour 
or so. The admiasion is only sixpence, and the Twins, being under 
twelve, get in half-price, The caves are nearly three acres in 
extent, and are supposed to have formerly been used by smugglers 
for hiding their contraband goods. Whether this is so or not it is 
difficult to say; anyhow, the F.O.M. can vouch for its being a 
slap-up place to take your best girl to, 


s 

QUITE undue prominence has been given by various journals 
to a snake etory from Italy. A poor peasant woman, upon 
rising in 
the morn- 
ing, was 
aston ished 
to find her 
child’s 
large feed- 
ing - bottle, 


upon step- 
i to the 
round 
iscovered 
a huge 
snake 
which had 
evidently, 
after euck- 
ing itself to 
repletion, 
calmly 
curled 
itself up 
for a nap. 
There is 
really 
nothing 
surprising 
in all this. The Eminent has had dozens, nay hundreds of similar 
experiences, only in his case they have been decidedly more 
remarkable, the innate modesty which characterizes his every 
action alone forbidding him from himself making them public. 
Often and often, after an exhausting debate in the Commons or 
the Rumfoozlers’ Club, has he awoke in the morning to see not 
one alone, but half a dozen snakes taking a morning pick-me-up 
from the historical gin-bottle, not common ordinary reptiles like 
the one mentioned above, but huge monsters, tastefully spotted in 
pee and green, and ornamented with half a dozen spikes an 


orns, and big as a Scotch steer’s. Bless you, you can't surprise 

the Eminent with snake stories; he's prepared to challenge the 

world, and we'll back him to give anyone ve stone and a beating. 
s 


From the testimony of the “majorit of the witnesses who 
appeared in the French Duelling Trial, it certainly appears as 
though nobody is ever killed in an encounter of this kind except 
by accident. “At the slightest ecratch,” said one gentleman, “ we 
intended to stop the contest.” How much longer will thease dan- 
gerous farces continue to be practically countenanced by the law 
of a civilised country ? =." 


THAT Miss Florence Levey, late of the Gaiety Theatre, can in 
the notorious Serpentine Dance, give lessons and pointe to most 
of the so-called American wonders 
there can be no denying, and Edward 
Swanborough has done well to engage 
her to display her talenta at the Lon- 
don Pavilion Music Hall. Florence 
has caught the knack of the dance 
exactly, and in frece/piowss of appear- 
ance and rapidity of movement she 
compares more than favourably with 
her many rivals, Yea, home produce 
is undoubtedly the best, after all, in 
spite of contrary assertions ou the 
part of would-be critics, 


THE Cholera is too serious a eubject 
for a comic paper, but as we know 
as a fact that the “ HALP-HOLIDAY” 
is the one and only journal taken 
in by not a few families, a word of 
advice may not be altogether out of 
place, Put no trust in the eo-called 
fixtures and Preventatives which, as 
B00 asany great epidemic breaks out, 
are always foisted on the public by 
hundreds of ignorant and unscrupul- 
ous quacks, In nine cases out of 
ten if they are not absolutely 
harmful, these expensive decoctions 
could) be manutactured at home 
for about twopence a quart, but 
when coloured and put up in bottles 
with imposing seals and labels, are sold to the gullible at 
high, ay! and frequently almost fabuious prices. 
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A CHRONICLE OF CURIOUS EVENTs. 


A OALENDAR POR THR WEEK ENDING SEPTRMBKK 17TH, 1n9, 
-_s 
llth September, 1863.—Four men, each convicted at 
separaie murder, aud three of them for the murder of Womer ane 
day suffered the extreme peualty of the law at Kirkdale Daat 
Liverpool. i 


12th September, 1857.—The steamship (ventral 
foundered this day iw au gale in the Gulf of Mexico 
with her between 40U and 500 persons and specie to the 
2,500,000 dollars, 


Ameriog 
Carrying 
Value ys 
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13th September, 1660.—“I saw in Southwark, at st. \a., 


garet’s Faire,” says Evelyn, under this date, “monkies and 
daunce and do other feats of activity on the high rope. They « 
sullen clad @ la mode, went upright, saluted the company, bow... 
aud pulling off their hatts. | also eawan Italian wench daunce ant 
performe all the tricks on the high rope to admiration, |! 1), 
Court went to see her. Likewise there was a man who tooke uy 
pees of ag cannon of about 400 lbs weight with the haire of be 
head onely, 


14th September, 1748.— Mrs, Bracegirdle, the acta 
died this day, aged vighty-tive. “That Diana of the stage.’ save 
Dr. Doran, “before whom Congreve and Lord Lovelace, ‘at th 
head of a troop of bodkined fops, worshipped in vain, The noble. 
of the troop, and it reckoned the Dukes of Devonshire and Durnet, 
the Earl of Halifax, and half a dozen delegates from each rank of 
the peerage amongst its members, were wont, at a coffee-house and 
over a bottle, to extol the Gibraltar-like virtue, if I may ao speak 
of this incomparable woman.” oa 


——$—$ $$$ 

15th September, 1830.—The Manchester and Liverpool 
Railway was opeued this day, The first locomotive, Constructed 
by George Stephenson in 1824, travelled at the rate of six miles ay 
hour, 


_ 
16th September, 1887.—The 7Jimes of this date savs-— 


“ Measrs. F. J. Besley and Co. have sent to us a section of one of 
the shore pilea of the first London Bridge, which is mentioned jn 
Stowe's Chronicles as having been erected in the time of Willian 
the Conqueror, The pile of which this is a section was dug up ata 
depth of twenty feet below the surface while excavations were 
being made for the foundations of the buildings at Botolph Wharf, 
The section is apparently of oak, an irregular square, about nine 
inches wide and one and a half inches in thickness, There ja 
reason to believe from the grain of the wood and the position of 
the centre of the rings that the pile was not square but oblong in 
section, and this is contirmed by the fact that the side wher» a 
portion seems to be missing is irregular and ragged, as if the action 
of the water, or perhaps of violence, had caused cleavage. The 
edges that join the two face< are almost black, and show the fibre 
of the wood, saturated and blackened with 800 years of immersion 
in the Thames water and mud, and its weight is, of course, 
increased thereby. But even yet the stout fibrea hold together, 
and the pile of which it is a eection might be used as a trust 
worthy prop for another eight centuries, The present specimen is 
certainly in an admirable state of preservation, and right up to the 
heart seems as solid as if it came from the sawmill yesterday.” 


17th September, 1830.—Under this date, the Rev. Mr. 
Barham tells how when George IV. went to Ireland, one of the 
“ pisintry ” saw him 8 through a turnpike without paying, and 
afterwards being told by the gatekeeper that Kings never paid, 
“Then,” said Pat, “there's the dirty money for ye. It shall never 
be said that the King came here and found nobody to pay the pike 
for him.” When Tom Moore told this story to Sir Walter Seutt, 
the latter said, “ There ye have the advantage over us, Mr. Movre, 
There waa no want of enthusiasm here. The Scotch folk would 
Baye cone anything in the world for His Majesty but—pay tie 
pike. 


HIS PEDIGREE. 


WHEN SLOPER said that through his veins 
Right ancient blood careered, 

The crowd at him, in mocking strains, 
Gutfawed and jeered and sneered. 

And SLOPER's ye with anger blazed, 
Yet blanched his cheeks with shame, 

For, though his ancient blood he praised, 
He could not prove the same, 


Then rose the cute Professor Bland 
(And glib of gab was he), 

And softly whispered, “If you'll hand 
Ten bob, dear Mound, to me, 

T'll stop these idiots’ jeers and. sneers, 
And quash their base attack ; 

For more than eighteen hundred years 
I'll trace your lineage back.” 


“Agreed!” And Bland explained—good man '- 
How ALLY's actions bore 
Such likeness ni to those of an 
Illustrious man of yore 
As proved his case. But SLOPER swore 
Six oaths, and shrit.; equalled, 
On learning that the “man of yore” 
Was ANANIAS called, 


AN ANSWERED PRAYER. 


“On, that I might—ah—die! gasped the poor young man who 
had fallen in love, though unsuccessfully. And he continued 16 
speak of the subject until we also, who were reading about eet 
day's racing in the Heferee, wished he might die, and muggenty 
several ways in which the consummation might be realized. I 
seemed, however, averse to drowning and to beetle poison, aud did 
not jump to the probable result of an unwarily taken bath. W ka 
he wanted and prayed for was that some awfu! accident mig! 
happen in which he could figure as the most conspicuous hea 
amt be picked up and carried to the faithless one as @ wane'e 
corpouse, 

Mr. Brook-Barclay’s black bull was dozing in the pasturage—he 
seemed to be day-dreaming out the probability as to whether “ i 
it wasn't the heat of the day that made the flies bite so lazily. ie 
seventeenth “Oh, that I might—ah—die! "caused him to ope 
eye. With one eye opened, he saw, as a member of the Up and © 

ing Society, that there was work on hand—or horn—for him. 
So, lowering hie head, he gave one terrific roar and charged. 16 

Nothing seemed easier than for that lovelorn swain to dia unde 
the circumstances, Fate had put the longed for means In his wa ; 
and before the ecrimmage could end he would be bleeding ane 
mangled to his heart's content, But somehow it seemed te occ! 
to him that his prayers had been altogether too much answe 
When he got what he wanted, he discovered that he didn't wan!" 
He atarted ona life run, only half turning once to shy & aie 
“ Gillitluker’s Guide to the Ball Room” at the infuriated ai 
Now that death stared him in the face from behind, the oul ; ye 
he wanted to die from was old age, decay. And his greatest sia 
was that he would be cut off—blotted out in the midst of hi ee 
fulness, He fell, but waa on his feet again in an instant. The M0 
seemed to be an incentive to greater speed, Alonzo did ae tl 
to cull the fragrant buttercups, though there were plenty 4 stiuil 
all about him. And when at last he vaulted the stile at the = ale 
of the meadow aud sank down hot and perspiring to mop hl 


wt 


. 2 COU 
brow, he seemed on the whole a happier young man than he ev 
have been even if the girl had accepted him. ‘e but whet 

Somehow, it’s easy to die when you know you eant, ae that 


you can as well as not, such is the perversity of humau natu 
yon don't want to, 
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MORALS AND MEAT EATING. 
[See latest Vegetarian Reporte—passim.) 


AGAIN do some say Meat's 

the root of all evils, 
The cause why all con- 
sciences quake ; 

Better live upon biscuits— 
e’en those that have 
weevils— 

Than entre-cétes, cutlets, 
or steak. 

They would have us view 
scornfully beef, pork or 
mutton, (deceit ! 

As causers of crime or 

Aud vow that for morals no 

man cares a button 
Who shows the least 
liking for meat. 

And they cry, “All pork, 
mutton and beef pray 

0 tent, 11 1 i 

rt, haply, you'll grovel in 
grief, gloom and gore!” 


They declare that meat 
munching is solely the 
reason 

Why — ve - — ak 

he pooh- ng of “ pulse” they regard as high treason ; 

z Pomen think “ pulse " and “ veg.” so sublime ! 
They think the fact plain (yea, as plain as a steeple) 

That meat ie indeed the prime cause 
Why we meet such a number of bad, wicked people— 

So ‘gainst joints they'd frame stringent laws! 
Vegetarian Watchers they d doubtless appoint 
To stop us from ever enjoying a joint! 


A LOST ANECDOTE, 


sag Lee, Th 


of ite contents, but 
fe] sure that had not 
nether pasae: ger 
entered just) before 
he train started, my 
retended — abstrac 
ion would uot have 
vailed me, But the 


. and even 

omy mind presented 

he appearance of a 

ar mere likely lis- 

ever than — can 

civine myself to 
have done, 

And the G. BT. 

ounced upon his prey. Opening the conversation with some simple 
rniirk respecting the then etate of the elements, he continued 
o lead up tu the subject of the splendid weather up North, 

“Had he been North?" “Oh, yea; to Scotland, grouse shooting.” 
And then, having thus gained the full attention of his victim, 
nd the compartment having meanwhile nearly filled up, the 
i. B. 1. started gaily upon his mest lork career. Gradually 
ud with that skill only to be gained by long experience, that 
vrver transition which constitutes eo important a part of a Gas 
‘ic Liar’s education, the whole story of his importance was 
‘folded apparently for the benefit of the meek passenger, really 
or the edification of the whole compartment. 

na few minutes we had learnt the names of many of his titled 
‘quaintances, the magnitude of his financial transactions, the 
rice of his horses, the salary of his butler, the rent of his house 
nd the cost of sending his eons to college. But in the middle of 
n anecdote, calculated to show the friendship existing between 
ineelf and the Duke of —, an interruption occurred, “ Yes," 
¢ was saving, “the duke insisted. ‘My dear old chappie,’ said he, 
you must——'" But here an inspector suddenly opened the door 
il demanded ourtickets. It wasa first class carriage, the G. B. L. 
as found to possess only a third. The excess fare was ls. 9d., 
ut _he hadn't got it about him. He was removed “lower down,’ 
id we never heard what the duke said to him after all. 


GIRLS OF THE ‘FRIV." 
No. 63.—KiT KENWARD. 
AIR—J/ not Tit-willow, nothing. 
Who will gladden your heart if you go to 
the “ Friv."? 
Kit will, oh! Kit will, oh! Kit will, oh! 
whe will make you, pro tem., in Elysium 
ive! 
Kit will, oh! Kit will, oh! Kit will, oh! 
Who will cause you to thoroughly make 
up your mind 
That on earth, after all, one may certainly 
find bined? 
A sweet nightingale, angel and fairy com- 
Kit will, oh! Kit will, oh! Kit will, oh! 


Who will jolly soon take all the city by 
storm R 
Kit will, oh! Kit will, oh! Kit will, oh! 
Who'll have sculptors wild raving to chisel 
her form? 
Kit will, oh! Kit will, oh! Kit will, oh! 
Who, because in this issue her likeness is 
placed, [taste, 
Will so strike by her charms our Lotharios 
That, in viewing her likeness, long hours 
they will waste? : 
Kit will, oh! Kit will, oh! Kit will, oh! 


Who will cause wealthy peers for her love 
to cross swords? J 
Kit will, oh! Kit will, oh! Kit will, oh! 
Who'll have offers of marriage from barous 
sees and lords? 
Rut, alae Nit Wi, oh! Kit will, oh! Kit will, oh! 
snd were WhO, at Inst, will those suitors ignore 
au get spliced (as auch charmers have oft done before) 
0 some brassleas and brainless old fool of four score? 
Kit will, oh! Kit will, oh! Kit will, oh! 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 
THE EDITOR’S LETTER-BOX. 


—— 
Acacia House, Preston Park, BRIGHTON, 
alugust 29th, 1892. 

DAB SLOPER,—At the commencement of the year you very 
kindly presented to the members of the Brighton Flying Club, per 
Mr. ling, a handsome silver cup and bound volume of that 

pular “ HALF-HOLIDAY,” leaving it to those members to decide 

ow they should be competed for. It was arranged to have a 
special race from Exeter, a distance of 150 miles from Brighton, 

he rame took place on August 26th, and the cup was won by 
Mr. R. C. Hallett, of Lewes Road, whose bird covered the distance 
in 2 hrs, 54 min,, or 1,056 yards per minute. The volume, as second 
prize, was won by Mr. Goodrich, of Upper Bevendean, whose bird 
covered the distance in 2 hrs. 58 minutes, or 1,018 yards per minute, 
which we consider a very fair performance. The presentation will 
take place at our annual dinner, of which you shall receive due 
notice, and at which we hope to have the pleasure of your attend- 
ance, I am, ALLY, yours obediently, 

W. 8. CHAN DLER (Hon. Sec. B.F.C.). 


SLOPER’S VAGARIES. 


No. 130.—He SHows THAT A MAN OF FOOLING MAY BE ALSO A 
MAN OP FEELING, 


WHEN the Bard was aroused from his innocent alee 
By a clammy cold hand coming down on his forehead, 
His hair did a curl, and his flesh did a creep, 
For he thought himself seized by some hobgoblin horrid. 
Till, piercing more closely the gloom, 
He perceived that A. SLOPER, Esquire, 
Like a phantom had entered the room 
In the whitest of night-white attire. 
So, concluding at once that dear Tootsi+'s pa 
Was about some vagary, he giggled “ Ha, ha Pe 


But the Eminent vely uplifted his hand, 
And “ Relinquish your mirth for a season,” he cried, 
“For the nonce, my dear fellow, before you I stand, 
A buffoon with his cap and his bells laid aside, 
All my soul by a subject of burning 
Importance at present is «wayed, 
And, to do what todo I am yearning, 
I crave, O my Rhymist, your aid." 
Then the Bard hushed his mirth, and, grown sober and calm, 
Cried, “Say on, gentle sir!" with a solemn salaam, 


“We have heard,” quoth the Wreck, “the fierce autumn wind's 
moaning, 
We have marked that the sun woos leas madly the earth, 
We have seen the swart Night-Queen the Day-King dethroning, 
And we ween that wild winter comes slowly to birth, 
Yes, we know that the time is approaching 
When Want and Privation bear sway, 
And when Death, o'er his limits encrvaching, 
Secures illegitimate prey. 
And I trust we shall all do our utmost and best 
From those merciless Molochs their eaptives to wrest. 


8o I wish pow O Bard, to my readers to say 

How ‘twill gladden the heart of their SLoPER if they 

Will reflect on the season of sorrows to come, 

And save up, week by week, some diminutive sum 

That the eum of those sums, for the sufferers’ weal, 

They may send in due time for my CHRISTMAS APPEAL!" 
. e » e e e 
The Fossil wept and went. And when, next morn, 

The Bard expected still to find him torn 

With panting pathos, lo! the Wreck was seen 

With Snatcher fom pte in his garden green, 

While all the neighbours heard, for furlongs round, 

The cheery chortle of the childlike Mound | 


—— 


SOMETHING LIKE BUSINESS. 
Scenr— Managerial Sanctum, 
Discovered MANAGER, seated, all right, To him enter 
THRONG OF LADIEs, 

THRONG OF LADIES (tx chorue). Oh, if you please, here are our 
cards, Will you kindly give us seats? Some of us have sisters in 
the chorus at other theatres. Others of us have actually been on 
the stage oursel ves—for about five minutes—some ten years ago. 

ela Lad their r-apective seate and hovks, 
inter HATTER, 

Hatter. Oh, if you please, | supply you with ‘ats, Let me ‘ave 
a horder, and settle my little account at ouce—buainess is business, 
you know, [ Exit with order, 

Enter SEEDY GENTLEMAN, 

SEEDY GENTLEMAN, ‘Aving ‘ad the pleasure of servin’ you with 
a judgment summons, on which i went to ‘Olloway, | takes the 
liberty of harskin’ for a couple of stalls, 

( Evit with a couple of stalls, 
Enter SMALL Boy, 

SMALL Boy. Pleasir, mother says as ‘ow she'd be glad if you'd 
let ‘er ‘ave a hinstalment on account of next week's washin’, an’ as 
huncle an’ haunt an’ six cousins is hup for a hexcursion, could 
you spare the front row of stalls for to-night? 

MANAGER. Here you are—(writes and reads)—pass excursion 
party to front of stalls, What ho, there without! stick up— 


“ House full!” 
— 


SEASIDE SONNETS. 
No. 11.—‘Not THERE, Not THERE, My CHILD,” 
I'm thinking of the vow, Mary, 
I made this morn to you 
That on the pier I'd meet you, dear, 
This afternoon at two. 
I'm thinking, with what ire, Mary, 
What scorn, chagrin, despair, 
You'll wait in vain to greet your swain, 
For | shall not be there! 


I'm thinking how some bloke, Mary, 
Ere long will pass along 

And wink at roe and sigh and coo, 
Till you'll not deem it wrong 

To take his proffered arm, Mary, 
And have with him some rare 

Philandering jinks, you flirting minx, 
Because I was not there! 


I'm thinking of the pounds, Mary, 
I'd give if | could quit 

This cavern's murk in which I lurk, 
And fleetly to you flit. 

But here, oo the cliffs, Mary, 
While in the deep | bathed, 

Some vagrom dog has snenked ench tog 
In which my frame was swathed, 

So, though it’s half-past two, Mary, 
And though your eyes so fair 

You strain in vain to view your swain, 
Pray how can | be there? 


HUNDREDS AND THOUSANDS. 


MEM. for turfites.—How to see four (r)aces without leaving 
town: Examine a pack of cards. 

A SWEEP'S-TAKE: The soot from your chimney. 

THE only Lay that the Spring Poet is innocent of: Out-lay, 

THE most Ancient Order of Hod-fellows: Brick carriers. 

Wuart kind of food is masticated by the twoth of the month? 

Is Anar-key the trua key to the social situation? 


2990 
SLOPBR’S SELEOT LIBRARY. 


THE WICKED WORLD. 


CHAPTER XV, 

“By Jove!” said Mr. John Milford, as the comfortable carriage, 
which had met Mrs, and Mr, Milford at the railway station on the 
conclusion of their 
journey, rolled up 
to the doorway of a 
magnificent palace, 

Mrs, Milford 
laughed saucily as 
she alighted and 
took her husband's 
arm, and = guided 
that partially dazed 
individual through 
the lines of bowing 
servants who greet- 
ed a —_ hs 

nificently it 
hall a_ handsomely 
dressed gentleman 
advanced and fold- 
ed Mrs, Milford in 
his arms. Then he 
shook hands with 
Jack, and in a few 
words bade him 
welcome, 

“Here's a prett 
gol” muttered Jac 
to himeelf. He had 
not breath left to 
answer the gentle- 
man whom he re- 
cognized as Julliet's 
father, though he 
was wonderfully 
changed in appear- 
ance, “Here'sa aged go! He must have been robbing a bank,’ 
he muttered, as he followed a servant to a room where he might 
dress for dinner, He got through that operation in a half dazed 
way, and as he concluded, Mrs. Milford entered the room, 

“What on earth does it all mean, Julliet?” said Jack, 

“All this splendour? Why, I 

this splendour thought you were poor wh 
Gree ae you : South Africa.” ; Se, ‘ = 

“So | was, Jack, te y poor, for you did not love me then.” 

Jack kissed the red lips which were so near his, and continued— 

“ But I thought you were finangially stuck up.” 

“So we were; but we weren't always so. This was my home; 
but a company in which my father had invested muck of his 
wealth went wrong—temporarily, and afterwarls came right, and 
my father re 
turned.” 

“ But why did you 
not teli me all this 
before?" said Jack. 

“BKevause I, too 
had an idea that { 
weuld like to be 
loved for myself 
alone, You did not 
tell me how wealthy 
you might be when 
we were married, 
neither did 1, a0 we 
are equal now, 
Jack ; aud youdon’t 
love me any less, do 
youl" 

“ Love you leas!” 
And then Jack 
attempted to 
answer the question 
in an impulsive 
English fashion, 
but was warned that 
he must not rumple 
her hair. 

Jack Milford 
took kindly to the 
Count di Carldoddi 
in hia new charac- 
ter, and the Count 
took kindly to 
Jack. There was only one slight point of difference vetween them. 
The Count wished Jack to ome & naturalized Italian, and to 
become heir to his title. Neither Mrs, Jack nor Jack would agree, 
however, but the difficulty has been got over by the second son 
of the Milford race—there are only two inthe family—having been 
adopted by the old Count, while the elder son ia to be brought 
up as an English country gentleman, 

° 


Partially dazed. 


The Count advanced. 


* . e * » 

Lombardi di Saratoga was successful in his quest after an 
American wife. He married a Chicago lady, wnose father isa roe 

rince in that city. Unluckily for the Saratogas, however, the lady 
bas a will of her own, and as all her money is careluily tied up to 
herself, the 
Saratogas have 
a rather poor 
time of it. The 
pork princess 

eeps them 
short of money, 
and Lombardi 
di Saratoga 
doesn't have 
the gay time he 
hoped to have. 
His wife has 
taken kindly to 
Italian life, and 
has even 
adopted some 
of the more ob- 
jectionable fea- 
tures of high 
Italian society. 
All risk of 
scandal in the 
newspapers is, 
however, pre- 
vented by the 
fact that if her 
husband took 
any steps to- 
wards resenting 
the attentions 
of her many 
sweethearts, his 
income, small 
as it is, would ; 
promptly stop. So Lombardi di Saratoga suffers in secret—his 
only amusement being that of indulging in muttered Italian 
curses at his own folly in not being faithful to Julliet di 
Carldoddi, 


An impulsive English fashion, 


THE END. 


TES “F.08." 


No. 272.—ON ARLES GODFREY, F.OS. 

“Born in the middle of the night, at a period when most 
decent people are in bed and asleep, Charles amazed all the 
asserubled family sbout ten minutes after his birth by sosully 
winking his left optic. Papa Godfrey gasped for breath a 
went into convulsions, whilst a maiden aunt expired on the 
spot. Nothing elseof import occurred in the life of our hero up Latest Arrival, Don't you know me, Grace? Why, I'm Alice Rutland, 
to the age of ten, At that period a family council was called, at 


The late contest between Conkey Jim and A. SLOPrR, 


which it was ananimonsly decided tat Charles should enter the Grace. Aliee Rutland? Why, gracious me! Alice, I didn't know you without your—er—halr and—er— the British born basher. Who will say now that the 
church, with a view, at some future periui, of becoming Arch- complexion. race of fighters is extinct ? 


bistup ef Canterbury or Pope of Rome; and as a sort of prelim- 

inary step, Charlies was plantc! in the Parish Obarch Ohoir. 

Now, this was altogether a bad commencement. The 

yosth was 8 goo. singer, ‘tis true, but not of sacred songs. One 
unday, whilst singing the solo of an anthem, he happened to { 

get mixed up with it one of the most popular comic songs of 

theday. The result was disastrous. The majority of the church 

andience got up and cheered enthusiastically, but Charles was 

ejected from tba church, more by the assistance of the fect than 

the hands, This was quite sufficient for our hero. Quite enough 

had he of the church. To cut matters short, he disappeared, 

only to be beard uf seven years later as one of the leading music 

hall artistes of the day. Chiefly because he is a star among 

music hall stars, ne was created F.O.S., and the‘ Sloper Award of 

Merit’ presented to him May 2nd, 1885,"—Debrett /mproved, 


“Brown, you're drunk.” “You're ri’, shar—(Afc)—I yam, an’ 
T'm ‘shamed t’shay on intoshicatin’ liquors” —(Aie). 


(1). @ Ah, old cock !" shouted Crankly on the morning of the First to his friend | Simple as daylight! 
Bangacres, who had aeked him down to have a snap at the partridges, “I told you I'd She's fixed up now, sce 
show you some shooting that would you,and now you ehali see it.” “Yes; 
but what the deuce do you call that thing? Is it a mangle?” returned Bangneres, tonc! . for 
regarding his friend’s weapon rather doubtfully. “Mangle, be hanged!" replied the | miles around was darkened with old iron and profanity. (4). And the revenge 
indignant inventor, “It’s my patent improved breach-loading, wheel-lock, central which Bangacres, the keeper and the theresfter took upon 
pin-fire, Gatling, Hotchkiss, revolving, flint-lock, choke bore, Mitrailleuse, arquebus! genius was cruel, not to say untidy, in extreme, 


BEAUTY IN DISTRESS. 


\ gf wi 
iy | =a Gs PORe RJ. 
! 


“Don't you contradict me, T'll very soon let you know 
w 


2 
"Liza, Rather tasty that. Think I'll take a tip from it for my new ho are the best wives. 
voy A’ rig out. Would suit me bloomin’ fine. [Turtledove adjourns the argument 
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